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chatting in the tents, or strolling about the sand-hills round the
hollow, in spite of the overpowering heat, enough to have made
a Bengalee complain, and a Madrassee pronounce it utterly
intolerable.

Early on the 29th of the month we were again on our way.
Before us lay an upland and barren tract, opening out to the
north. Here we sighted a large troop of ostriches; no bird on
earth is more timid or more difficult of approach. When we
saw them far ahead running in a long line one after the other
as though their very lives depended on it, we almost took them
for a string of scared camels. The Shcrarat hunt them, as
their plumage is eagerly bought up on the frontiers to bo re-
sold in Egypt or Syria, whence it often passes on to Europe.

No water is to be found in this steppe. We journeyed on all
the long summer day, and only halted for an hour at sunset to
prepare a cinder-seasoned meal; then remounted, and passed
close under the south-eastern spur of Djebal-el-Djowf, till aflei
midnight a short halt afforded us a little rest and sleep.

Mine was, however, somewhat disturbed by a scorpion bile:
not so serious an accident, indeed, as it sounds, considering the
genus of the aggressor, but painful enough, though soon passing
off. These desert scorpions are curious little creatures, about a
fourth of an inch in length, and, apparently, all claws and tail,
of a deep reddish brown colour, and very active. They abound
throughout the sandy soil. In the daytime they wisely keep
out of the way, but at night come out to take the cooler air.
Their sting is exactly like the smart of a white-hot iron point
firmly pressed on the skin, and when I felt my forehead thus
assaulted, I jumped up exceedingly quick, anticipating twenty-
four hours of suffering, the usual period allotted,, at least in
popular credence, to the duration of scorpion torture; but I was
agreeably disappointed, for the pain did not last above an hour,
was accompanied by little swelling, and then went entirely off,
hardly leaving any perceptible mark.

We remounted by the light of the morning star, anxious l<>
enter the Djowf before the intense heat of noon should come
on; but we had yet a long way to go, and our track followed
endless windings among low hills and stony ledges, without
any symptom of approach to cultivated regions. At last the
slopes grew greener, and a small knot of houses with traces of